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Or else a yellow cow comes down 
To splash a while and have a drink. 

But when she goes I still can hear 
The water say, "And do you think?" 

CRESCENT MOON 

And Dick said, "Look what I have found!" 
And when we saw we danced around, 
And made our feet just tip the ground. 

We skipped our toes and sang, "Oh-lo! 
Oh-who, oh-who, oh what do you know ! 
Oh-who, oh-hi, oh-loo, kee-lo!" 

We clapped our hands and sang, "Oh-ee!" 
It made us jump and laugh to see 
The little new moon above the tree. 

STRANGE TREE 

Away beyond the Jarboe house 

I saw a different kind of tree. 
Its trunk was old and large and bent, 

And I could feel it look at me. 

The road was going on and on 

Beyond, to reach some other place. 

I saw a tree that looked at me, 
And yet it did not have a face. 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

It looked at me with all its limbs; 

It looked at me with all its bark. 
The yellow wrinkles on its sides 

Were bent and dark. 

And then I ran to get away, 

But when I stopped and turned to see, 
The tree was bending to the side 

And leaning out to look at me. 



A CHILD ASLEEP 

And I looked for him everywhere 
Because I wanted him to play; 

And then I found him on his bed 
Asleep, but it was day. 

His eyes were shut behind the lids — 
He couldn't lift them up to see. 

And I looked at him very long, 

And something in him looked at me. 

And he was something like a cat 
That is asleep, and like a dog; 

Or like a thing that's in the woods 
All day behind a log. 

And then I was afraid of it, 

Of something that was sleeping there. 
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